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months, and the last time he was here we were
good company, not lovers. He had a woman in
Whitehaven/

* You knew all this/ he asked her, ' and didn't
care? '

She looked at him with bright eyes. ' Most
certainly I cared. Night after night I cried my-
self sick; then if I made a noise he would go and
sleep with the farming men. He has no heart.
He is quite cold* When I saw that, I stopped
crying/

* And you love such a man?' he asked, dis-
gusted,

* Certainly,    He wants me to love him.    And
I find him charming.    He is the most elegant
company in the world.    When he is here at home
we laugh and laugh for hours together.    If I am
in love with him and troublesome, he is either in
love, too, or he is drunk and doesn't care, or he
goes away.    He certainly cares for me more than
anyone in the world, but not for me very much.
He says it is the fault of his mother, who was a
bad woman and beat him.    Did I ever tell you,
Francis/ Judith dropped her voice a little, * how
when I was little ana ran away to Uncle Tom's I
looked through a door and saw Georges' mother
naked and a young man in his shirt kissing her
knees? *

* No/ said Francis, * you never told me/

* Well, that was the beginning of it.'
4 The beginning of what?'

' Of my love for Georges. I love him because
he is beautiful and witty and cares for nobody.